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earthquakes, storms and famines,
floods and wars,
a huge army of locusts
swarming on fruitful fields,
offenses, wickedness, cowardice, silliness,
rape, gallows, inquisition, Gestapo26,
fires, fires, fire-places, Bhogi-fires27,
books, paintings and immortal works of art:
heaping up all things
at one place, pouring
the entire petrol-reserve of the earth,
and lighting the fire, children-like men
are singing and dancing in madness,
surrounding the flames.
Life, life and life,
pangs of birth-giving
every moment,
suffering of death
every moment.
Centipedes are crawling,
scorpions and cobras
are around me.
I am hurt and somebody
is stitching me
like a shirt;
somebody is drawing my breath
from the bronchial tube
like hubble-bubble;
In some stream (perhaps it is blood),
I am drifting and with me
and around me
there are thousands of hands and legs,
beheaded heads, torsos,
removed eye-balls,
water-weeds like hair,
peduncle-like intestines and nerves,